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bolic gateway built at the water's edge—I saw the
huge bulk of the Taj Mahal Hotel. Soaring above
the City Hall, the Gothic pinnacles of the great
railway terminus and the roof of Government House
stood out from a congeries of consulates, innumer-
able cotton-mills, blocks of business premises and
private houses. Polo-grounds and race-courses
lined the great arterial roads. Within a bay
fronting the handsome esplanade I saw a sea-beach
thronged with natives holding meetings and plying
their trades at open market-stalls. Seen thus from
above and from a distance, Bombay gave me the
impression of a great European city. But suddenly
a memory of all I had observed at the outset of my
Indian travels, all I had learned during the last
fortnight in Bombay, flashed through my mind, and
that first impression, which indeed had taken me
by surprise, yielded to second thoughts. The lay-
out of Bombay no longer seemed to me so brilliant,
there were flaws in its apparent order. Mean
streets, twisting and truncated, streaked the fair
visage of the city, like sinister shadows. Grey, un-
healthy slums grappled with the salubrious " white "
districts in a ferocious stranglehold. I called to
mind the Europeans I had seen outside the cinemas
and modern shops, a few white faces lost in the
motley horde of natives drawn from every part of
India condemned from birth to internecine enmity,
with aspirations as different as their faiths. Bombay
has ceased to be an Indian city, nor is it wholly
anglicized—as yet. It is equally remote from the
wild life of the jungles and from the^/ar niente of the
countryside; as far removed from the Feudal
States of India as from the new cities coming into
being. My final impression of Bombay was that of
a mtlie of antagonisms and passions, of teeming life

